
LITERARY EXAMINER.

T ELIZA COOK.

Look out, took out, there are shadows about;
The forest is donning iU doe Wet of brown,

The willow tree swsts with a rloemier flout,
Likt a beautiful tice with a gathering frown!

Tit true wo all know that bummer must go,
That tbo swallow will never stay long ia oar

cares:
But we'd rather bo watchinf the wild rosoUow,

Tbaa be counting the coloring of Aatunzn
leare:

Look high, look high, there's the laced-win- g

fly:
Thinkinr he's4inr of fairy realm,

As he on the tie,
.swings

.
wilhdtlight gossamer

.ri i a .1,1. i i r Lmat is iinaea nxut tue peugus 01 we sub
tipped elm.

Alas! poor tninr, the first rustle will bring
The pillars to dust, where your pleasure-clu- e

wearee,
And muT a spirit like thiae will elinr

To hopes that depend upon Autumn leaves!

Look low, look low, the night-gus- ts blow.
Ana the restless tonne in noetic ru,

Come whirling and sporting wherever we go,
Lighter ia aancinr, as nearer the dead!

Oh! who has not seen rare heart, that hare
been

Tainted and painting, In garb that deceives,
Dashinf rally along ia their autleriug sheen

With Despair at the core, like the Aatamn
loaves!

Look en, look on, the morn break eth npen
The hedge-ro- w boughs, in their withering

bae ;
The distant orchard Is fallow and wa'u,

Bat the apple and nut gleam richly through.
Oh ! well will it be if our life, like the tree,

Shall be feaad, wnen eld Time of green bean
ty bereares, '

With the fruit of good works for the Planter te
see

niaing eat ia Truth's hair est, through Au-
tumn leares !

Merrily pours, as It sings and soars,
The West wind over the land and seas.

Till it plays in the forest and moans and roars,
Seesuing no loagera mirthful breeze!

So music is blest, till It meeleth a breast
That is probed by the strain, while Memory

grier es
To think it was sung by a lored one at rest.

Then it comes like the sweet wind ia Antumn
leares!

Not in an hour are leaf and flower
13 1 nek ra ia freshness, and swept to decay ;

By gentle approaches, the frost and the shower,
Make ready the sap reias for falling away !

And so is Man made te as peacefully fade.
By the tear that he sheds, and the sigh that he

heaves,
For he's loosened from earth by each trial

cloud's shade,
Till he's willing to go as the Autumn leares

Look back, look back, and you'll find the track
Of human hearts stroaa thickly e'er.

With Joy's dead leares, all dry and black,
And every year still flinging more.

Bat the soil is fed, where the breaches are shed,
For the furrow to bring forth falier sheaves.

And se is ear trust is ths Future spread
In the gloom of Mortality's Autumn leares !

The Trtseat Priest.
r chasles twain.

There is a friend, a secret friead.
In every trial, every grief.

To cheer, to counsel, and defend,
Of all vw ecer had the chief!

A friend, who watching from above,
Whene'er in Error's path we trod,

Still sought us with reproving love;
That friend, that secret friend, is Goo!

There is a friend, a faithful friend,
la every chance and change of fate,

W hose boundless love doch solace send.
When other friendships come too late!

A friend, that when the world deceives.
And wearily we onward plod.

Still comforts every heart that grieves;
That true, that faithful friend, ia God!

How blest the years of life might flow,
In ons unchanged, aaahakea trnst;

If mn this truth would only know,
And love his Maker, aad be just! '

Yee, there's a friead, a constant friend.
Who ne'er forsakes the lowliest sod,

Bat in each need, His hand doth lend;
That friend, that truest friead, is Gon!

The Krligiaa r Paris.
bpeaking of my friend, die Abbe, brings

to mind his character and pursuits, lie
used to remind me of that good Abbe of He
.de France, who advised and condoled with
the widowed mothers, and who figures in a
long Dlack robe, and broad-brimme-

d hat,
in ail the illustrated copies of "Paul and
Virginia." But, my friend did not wear
habitually his Church uniform, for his care
had been a large one in the country, and he
had come like all Frenchmen, to the city
for relief: he has even ventured upon a
nice haunch of mutton with me upon Friday.
For all this, he had far higher respect, and
love for the spirit and observance for the
Religion of the Metropolis, than I ever had
myself.

Religion at Paris, always seemed to me
more of a sentiment than a principle : that
is to say, their Religion has more the liveli-
ness of a feeling, than the earnestness of ab-
sorbing duty. Except at times of funeral,
one sees few earnest faces in the Parisian
churches; they, the worshippers, do not
leave wholly their gayety at the door. They
listen to the prayer and to the discourse,

rarely can you see more of
; but it seemed to me always an at.

temion fixed up3n the eloquent lapse words,
or some sweet mental image of the Virgin ;

n attention made grateful by the presence
of the pictures, and the croined arches over.
head, and the fragrant odors of burning
herbs : an attention, it mav ho most Ac.
vout, with some fancied or real presence

.
of

- 1 .1 I i.uoa tn tne soui, Dut very rarely the at-
tention of what Protestants call "a broken
and contrite hem."

Tio DeOnla would h tn intnlarant nfnn.
domed churches and poor preaching, as the
xansians. ior would tney altogethet fan
cy we ecoicung habit ot the bcotch presby.
byters : they mean to be haDoier after a aer.
vice than before it. Why a aad man should
go to church to come away sadder. Is what
they cannot comprehend. I remember that
Madame de Sevi?ne. in one of her letters
to her daughter, gives this admirable com.
mem upon one oi tne sermons ol the great
men of her time:

I1 fit le sirne de la croix- - il dit mn trrtr--
U nt nous eronda voint: il ne 'noun dit
point dinjures; il nous pria de ne point
crainare ia mort, puis qu eue etait le teul

avec Jesus Christ nous fumes Urns con
tents, runon d .Lnclos might have heard
the same doctrine and said as much of !l
and as truthfully. And it is true of a treat
many discourses, wnicn nave not the redeem
ing excellences of Bourdaloue.

There is no such thin? as TlfYtv'mi War
try known at Paris, this would seem

strange to a man fresh from such pleasant
reading as tlie Chronicle of St. Bartholo-
mew. St. Germain l'Auxerrois is still atand.
ing, and its tower is still standing, from
wrucn, on mat areadiui August night of
1572, went out the first signal for slaught-
er; but at the foot of it now, as ou enter
the door, an old man with a rrav w-- r
hair is standing, and sprinkles Holy water
on you, irom ms norse-ha- ir brush. Inno
cent-looki- priests elide un and dnvn nr.
on the pavement, and the sunlight streams
innugn tne seined windows, and it seem-
ed to me, as I saw it flickering in rainbow
colors over the gtay columns, a sort of
token, a new "covenant with promise" that
no such Bartholomew slaughter should come.n- - . ..." .

Every man in Paris seems satisfied with

his own Religion, and very careless about
his neighbor s. tvery sect I allows its pe
culiar observances without hindrance; hay
the very church-- - where the me-s- t zealous
Calvinists worship, was granted them by
the crown, and enjoys a supend Irom the
Government Scarce is there a Protestant
church in the kingdom but receives pome
degree of administrative suppc rtJ Even the
first man in authority in t!n realm M.
Gu'izot, is a Protestant. ' And amid all the
hatred to which that minister is subjected,
by his peace policy, --one heirs ' no odium
thrown upon his Religious belief. This is
a thing apart a thing speculative a thing
for noble reflections thing to lend a lit-

tle mystery to verse a sublime episode fo
life a tiling to render beauty attractive by
adding devotional sentiments a thing to
add a little grace to companionship, by an
unseen, but folly accredited tie; little else
of Religion is recognized at Paris.

Tim Sunday at Paris is richly illustrative
of the Religiojs tendencies of the "people.
It is the festive day of the wetk.. The

rive their finest militarv displays
in the court of the palace ; the fountfins
of the gardens play in their best style;
the shop windows wear their richest appear,
ance ; the theatres show their best pieces ;

and the galleries of art are crowded with
their gayest company. et it is not forgot-

ten by the Parisians that the day has a sa
cred purpose. At the morning mass, at
an hour when many good Protectant peo-

ple are dallying with sleep, the pavement
of rtotre-Dame- , and the Aladaleuie Is cov
ered thick with kneeling worshippers, who
say their beads, and say their prayers with
the earnestness of true devotion.'

I have many a time leaned against one of
the beaded columns of the Madeleine, when
the sun was just beginning to throw slanting
rays through the windows of thti roof, and
listened meditatively to the broken chant-ing- s

by the altar, or watched the comers, as
they dipped their fingers in the Holy font,

stepped lightly along the marble floor,

crossing themselves as they passed opposite
the altar, and bowing to the sacred image,
throwing a single rapid glance- - over the
kneeling company, then stooping gently till
their knees met the marble pavement, and
began their silent Worship.

Perharjs it would be some poor rirl seiz

ing those wrly hours, before the employ of
the shop began, and hoping by the lavor of
the V irgin, under whose image she prays,
for a happy stroll at evening with her lover.
under the trees of the Champs Elysees.
Perhaps it is some lady in nch dress, with
gold-claspe- d service book, for there is this
Religious beauty in the Catholic Church,
that rank and wealth lose themselves amid
the "crowd of witnesses," and there the
Countess kneels, with a begsn? woman
kneeling beside her and they beg together
for Grace.

Perhaps it is a gay postillion, in his crim
son-face- d coat, wlio now comes tin-toei-

along, looking grave, and crossing himsell,
and kneeling in a humble place, and gazing
steadfastly upon the image of Christ that is
over die altar. For a little, time, his soul
seem absorbed in the view, but now his eye
wanders over the frescoes of the ceiling
the little bell tinkles he remembers him-
self, and bows his head. Now he rises
and wanders stealthily to the door; dips
his hand in the Holy water; turns his face
to the Virgin bows goes softly out and
in an tour therealier, is shouting rrench
oaths to his horses, on his way to the bor-
ders of France.

Perhaps it is a stout Sersent-dtvvill- e,

striding about with his chapeau under his
arm, that meet your eye. His looks wan
der over the kneeling forms. He is least
religious of all. If he prays, it is hurried
ly, as if it were not his business, and he
kneels, as if he rarely knelt. The people
come and go, till the sun is fairly up in the
sky, and the crowd disperses.

Sunday is the great day at the Cafe, and
Restaurant ; on no other day are their gains
so great. The savings of the week, are lav
ished upon the indigencies of JSunday.
Whoever dines upon a knuckle other days,
luxuriate? in a fricandeau on ths DitnancJu.
Whoever dines at moderate piiccs the six
days, dines at the Trois Freres the seventh ;

and who dnnks ordinary vine the rest of
the week, on Sunday orders die best.

The garden of the palace is full to over
flowing ; Versailles is crowded with Pa-

risian company, and the Gallery of the Lou.
vre on no other day is so thronjred with
visitors. The stall-me- n of the Champs Elv--

es, with their carf.es, and eaines. and
swings, drive their best bargains on Sun-day- s

the necromancers, and sleight-of-han-

men under the trees, aie always at work on
Sunday, i he public baLs are fullest sol
diers are plenties along the walks ; onini- -

busses charge double pnees; and the pub-
lic conscience seems lighter upon Sunday
than any day of the week.

Parisian Religion with all thai is good in
it and its tender devotional sentiment is
good, and its charity and liberality are good,
has yet very little about it of that sturdy
stlf-deni-

al for "conscience sake," which
makes the Protestant Religionist moral. In-
deed, so much is Religion at Paris a senti-

ment, and so little a principle, that it seems
to adorn even profligacy; and the poor girl,
thrown loose upon that luxuriously rolling
tide of Paris life, with eyes tearful before the
Virgin in Notre-Dam-e prays for constan-
cy; and would as n be without her
crucifix, as without her lover.

Of the priesthood, there are without doubt
very many who are vicious, and perhaps as
many certainly many, who are pure.
I nere are, it may be, a;uiy worthy, and

well-meanin- g souls, in valleys of New
England possibly in other valleys look
ing ever on Papacy as a scarlet-cla- d harlot,
or a "potted beast, who will not accept even
my Protestant testimony, to the fact, that
human sympathies sometimes dwell under a
Papal priest-rob- e. Yet however sad the
truth may seem it is even so. Nay Or-
thodoxy itself, Hometimes lifts up its voice
in Papal pulpits at Paris; and 1 am sure I
have heard as honest doctrine as that of
Massillon, in ! the discourses of to-da- and
he who looks on Massillon as an unbeliev-
er, has something to unlearn.

But the strong Protestant may find pure
doctrine at Paris, beside such as may be
winnowed from Romish sermons, through
the colander of hi prejudices; in the very
heart of the city, at tho Oratoire, may be
heard, every Sunday, the sternest Calvin-ism- .

The seats are always full : there are
Swiss faces, and Saxon faces, and not a
few French faces; and the hymns that are
sung so quietly, and yet in so heartfelt a way,
offer grateful contrast to the astounding mu-
sic of the church of St. Euetache.

There is the little chapel of that Church
of England which sends its Chaplains to
every capital of Europe, and which offers

In his arffUmtnt tnr (Via miiiuirf r.f rk.;.ti.
unity, Chateaubriand uses this remarkable lau-jroa- je:

La Religion Chretiens est la plui
eslioucvla plus hamaiae, la plus favorable a la

liberte, ai arts et aax lettreo, que le monde
moderns Inl dolt
jnsji'aux sciences abstraites; depaU I'hospiee

Km luaiuercHi, jasqa'aux temples balls par
Michel Aiife, est decorae par Raphael.

up its prajr-lo-
r iter Majesty, and the

realm, udder every sky, and on every set.
A bishop reads thone prayers et Pans; and
one may - nsten un American wanaerer
may llsleii.'to good, sweet, hoine-soundi-

English.in performance of those sacred of-

fices, which, if he be of New England txlu--

ta lion, are bound up in some measure with
hispemg.' Religious truth is not so closely treasured
in the hearts of the Parisian world, as that
its ministers corr exercie any considerable
control over the public feeling. Intercourse
between clergy and laitv, seemed friendly
and familiar rarely dictatorial on the one
side, or slavish on tho other.

Many a time have I been with the good
natured Abbe, of whum I have spoken, on
his parochial visits; for there were some
sheep of his old Cock, who had found their
wsy, like himself, to ui Capital.

At the top of five pair of ofstairs in a dark
street near the Louvw, in a very old hotel,
lived a quiet, deaf man, who had seen the
Swiss guard shot; down in the palace balco
ny, from his own window who wore
grizzled brown wig, and the seams of sixty
years in his cheeks ; yet the old gentleman
always bustled about in the liveliest possi
ble welcome, whenever the Abbe paid him
a visit. A matronly-lookin- r woman, iu
spectacles, the mistress of the house, always
arranged a big arm-cha- ir for the Abbe, and
the three fxiends used to discourse together.
and the tabby cat to pur upon the hearth
for all the world, as if they wore true JNew

England gossips ; and jest as tiree oldIpeo-pi- e

might do, who study Canticle and Cate
chism, instead of Confessional find deed.

The old, deaf man, prided himself on
speak ung six or seven words of English
very fluently; but whenever I g5t beyond- -

good night, Sir or, fine day, Sir, his deaf-

ness grew upon him wonderfully.
A letter had come in one evening from a

young English girl, who had been a pro.
tege of the old man's, but who had now
gone back to her home. The Abbe tramu
Fated it for him : it was a sweet letter, and
touched the old man's heart; and I shall
never forget the expression, with which,
when the letter was ended, he repeated heir

name after the Abbe, and said dure file!
I did not then know the story of her asso-

ciation with the old man, or it would not
have seemed so strange; it was told me af-

terwards, and if I was not writing notes of
travel, I should take the trouble to set it
down.

Clerie was a noble-hearte-
d young fellow;

another friend of the Abbe's, the only son
of a wealthy gentleman, who lived some
thirty leagues in the counuy. He was
studying for the priesthood at one of the
Parisian colleges; oor fellow ! he never
served his priesthood here.

I had come back from the Auvergne,
full of life, and went through the old cor-

ridor in the Rue de Seine, to see my friend
the Abbe. He opened the door softly, and
wore his priest-tobe- , and a solemn look; he
shook my hand warmly, but pointed to a
gray --haired man who was writing in the corn-

er, and put his finger on his lip.
Who is it ! said I
CIerias father, said he.
And where is Clerie ; said I.
He died last night ! and the Abbe put his

finger on his lip, and turned to the old man.
The old man was writing to his wife, tel.
ling the mother how her only boy was dead.
It was hard work to do it. No wonder that
ho bit the end of his quill; no wonder that
he pressed his hand hard upou his forehead;

no wonder the Abbe put his finger on his

lip.
So, thought I, Death's gripe is very much

the same thing here, that it is everywhere
else; and Religion, whatever it be, and
however it Boften, can not take away whol-

ly the edge from human sorrow.
Mais il est heurevi but h is happy ;

said the Abbe ; il avail un bon cuir lie
had a good heart..

And so there are a great many good hearts
in Paris, though the Reljgon, as I eaid at
the beginning; and the Abbe must pardon
me ; always scemcd to me more of a senti-

ment, than a principle. Fresh Gleanings,

The Esolish Las quags. It used to
be the fashion to say that English our own
cartilaginous tongue, as a qvaint writer
styles it it is an unmusical language;
and even Byron, whose own melodious ver
ses show the infinite power ami variety of
our language, does not, in one of his mo-mea- ts

of impertinent caprice, hesitate to
describe it as
M Osr harsh northern, whistling, grunting gut-

tural,
Which we're obliged to hiss, and spit, and sput-

ter all."
Yet this ia cuort ludicrously untrue. En-

glish is to the full as noble and copious a
tongue as that "miraculous language," the
ancient Greek, and like it the appropriate
vehicle to give forth to an admiring world,
" Man's towering thoughts in lofty language

dressed."
Besides, with the solitary exception of the
Uret k aforesaid, which is beyond all cnti
cism, and compare, it is the most musical of
languages that the children of clay have
ever yet learned to use. That is to any.
when properly and fully pronounced, judi
ciously read, or wisely and ftelmely recited.
But the fact is, not one in every ten thou
sandnay, pcradventure not one in every
hundred thousand know how and feel how
to do justice in reading or recitation to our
English tongue. Men may learn most
hi rigs abroad in schools and colleges ; but
he secret is to read English well, the boy
must learn to read at home, under the gut
dance of gentle and accomplished parents,
who know how to read themselves, and
have music in their souls. Read well, and
you will disclose passages to the charmed
ear in prose and verso in Bacon, in Bo--

Imgbroke, in Burke, in bhakspeare. in Spen
cer, in Milton, and, in a host of others, the
leaders of. our mighty literature which are
altogether unequalled in fervor, grace, and
melody, except in Creek. t rarer t Maga-
zine.

Punch says: It may be proper to state
that the distinguished personage, known
among the ancients by the name of Cupid,
has recently changed his name to Cupidity,
and will hereafter devote his attention to
matters of money, ai well as love affairs.
It may be as well io state that he has ex-

changed his darts for dollars, as he now finds
the jingle of the later quite as effective as
the keenoesj of the former.

He that lies in bed all a summer's morn-
ing, loses the chief pleanure of the day: he
that gives up his youth to indolence, under-
goes a loss of the same kind.

The vulgar trace your faults; those you
have in common with themselves: but they
have no idea of your excellences, to which
they have no pretensions. -

In a heavy oppressiva atmosphtjre, when
the spirits sink too low, the best cordial is
to read over all the letters of one's friends.

: Blrsta. !

SV MaS. JAMCS OBaT. ......
Joyous sad happy creatures

Koamers of earth and air
Free children of the woods
Bright gtaucers o'er the floods,

Yoor homes are erery where;
Dear are ye, and familiar to the heart.
Making of ni tare's loreliest things a part.

' Ye are UjMB the mountains,
With proud and lonely flight;

i Ye ara u.ion ths heath,
The dear blue heave a beneath,

Singing In wild delight;
The rock doth ehelter you, and roaay a nest,
Amidst the ledges by the lake, doth rest.

Ya skim the restless ocean,
White plained, like fairy thiags;

Ya haunt the Inland river,
And the sweeping willows quirer

With the rastle of Your wines;
Through the dark plnea your homeward way ye

Use,
Or drop to your lone nests In bush or brake.

Toyou mora bringeth gladness
The first red flush of day.

Breaking your rest, appeals
Unto your hearts unseals

The silent songs, that lay
Like dreanis,wtthia you through the quiet night,
And now bursa freshly forth to hail the light

You slumlier with ths sunset
Scarce doth the day was dim

Bcarce doU the first star glitter,
When free your nests you twitter

Yeut happy vesper hymn;
Like one who, to the woods her lone way wing-in?- .

Fills the deep night with her impassioned sing--
lag!

Solemn are woods at midnight,
When through the heary shade,

Scarcely a atooubeam finds
An entrance where the winds

Stir though euch groea arcade;
But dttar to you that safest solitude,
Where on your rest no mortal may Intrude.

And joyful la your waking.
Amidst ue sighing trees.

In the sweet matin hours,
When smils the opening flowers;

What want ye more than these T

Ya aeek bo nralse voursonrs aa sweat! r sound.
As though a crowd of worshippers stood round.

Ye are the pott's emblem,
So doth bis song gush free-- So
winged aad glad his spirit,

Doth his high gift inherit.
Pouring iti melody

Beneath clear skies, and if they darken, keeping
Song ever In his Aeart, though It be sleeping.

Sleeping, but not foreter,
Still to new life it springs,

When hope' sweet light doth waken,
Aud care and fear are shaken.

Like dew-tro- ps from his wlnn;
And 'midst the flcwere and trees with sunshine

glistening
He hath his own reward, though none be listen

ing.

A Heaii m'e Olatrrvallei la a
St!.

Captain Cuttle, also, as a man of business,
took to keeping books, in these he enter
ed observations cn the weather and on the
currents of the wagons and other vehicles,
which he observed, m that quarter, to set
westward in the morning and during the
greater part ol the day, and eastward to
wards the evening. Two or three stragglers
appearing in one week, who "spoke him,"
so the captain entered it on the subject
of spectacles, and who, without positrvely
purchasing, said they would look in again,
the captain decided that the business was
improving, and made an entry in the day-
book to that effect: the wind then blowing
(which he first recorded) pretty fresh, west
and by north ; having changed in the night.

As Akkooast Hcsbakd : the fihst
wiFi" ahd THi si:cosd. l owards his first
wife Mr. Dombey, in his cold and lofty ar
rogance, had bona a himself like the remov-
ed being he almost conceived himself

. .
to

.
be.

1 a ar w-- a

tie tiad Deen ' Mr. UoaiDey with her
when she first saw him, and he was "Mr.
Dombey" when she died. H had asserted
his rreauiess during her whole married life.
and she had meekly recognized it. He had
kept his distant sent of state on. the top of
his throne, and she her humble station on
its lowest step : and much good it had done
him so to live in solitary bondage to his
own idea. He had imagined that the proud
character of his second wife would have
been added to his own, would have merged
into it, and exalted his greatness. He had
pictured himaelf haughtier than ever, with
Edith's haughtiness subservient to his. He
bad never entertained the possibility of its
arraying itself against him. And now,
when he found it rising in his path at every
step and turn of his daily life, fixing its
cold, defiant, and conteuiDtuous face urxn
him, this pride of his, instead of withering
or hanging down its head beneath the shock,
put forth new shoots, became more concen-
trated and intense, more gloomy, sullen,
irk3ome, and unyielding than it had ever
been before.

Who wears such armour, too, bears with
mm ever another heavy retribuuon. It is
proof against conciliation, love, and confi-

dence ; against all gentle sympathy without,
all trust, all tenderness, all soft emotion :

but, to deep stabs in the self-lov- e, it is as
vulnerable as the bare breast to steel; and
such tormenting festers rankle there as fol
low on no other wounds, no, though dealt
with the mailed hand of Pride itself, on
weaker pride, disarmed and thrown down.

Such wounds were his. He felt them
sharplyisin the solitude of his old

.
rooms,

wnitner ne now began olien to retire again
and pass long solitary hours. It seemed his
fate to bo ever proud and powerful: ever
humbled and powerless where he would be
most strong.

'

To the moody, stubborn, sullen domon
that possessed him his wife opposed her dif-
ferent pride in its full force. They never
could hare led a happy life together ; but
nothing could have made it more unhappy
iian the willful and detennined warfare of
such elements. His pride was eet upon
maintaining his magnificent supremacy and
forcing recognition of it from her. She
would have been racked to death and have
turned but her haughty glance of calm in
flexible disdain upon him to the last. Sutii
recognition from Edith ! He little knew
through what a storm and strugsrle she had
been driven onward to the crowning honor
of his hand. He' little knew how much
she thought sh3 had conceded when she suf
fered him to cull her wife

A Death aid a Bcbul. A shadow
even on that shadowed face, a sharpening
even ol the shiirpened features, and a thick
ening of the veil before the eyes into a pall
that shuts out the dim world, is come. Her
wandering hands upon the coverlet join
feebly palm to

a
palm,

.
and move....towards her

daughter ; and a voice not like hers, not
like any voice that soeaks our mortal Ian- -

guage aays. "tor I nursed you 1"

Juluh, without a tear, kneels down to
bring her voice closer to the sinking head,
and answers:

"Mother, cart you hear
.

me ?"
a?. e a a

staring wide she strives to nod tn an
swer.

"Can you recollect the night before 1

married f'
The head ia motionless, but it expresses

somehow that she does,
. "1 told you then that 1 forgave your part

in it, ana prayed uod to lorgive my own
I told you that the past was at an end be-twe-

us. 1 say so now, again. Kiss me,
mother. ...-- .

Edith touches the white lips, and for a
moment all is still. A moment afterwards

ler mother, with her girlish laugh and the
skeleton of the Cleopatra manner, rises in
her bed. - .

Draw the rose-colore- d curtains. There
is something else upon its flight beside the
wind and clouds. Draw the rose-colore- d

curtains close !

Intelligence of tho event is sent to Mr.
Dombey in town, who waits upon Cousin
Feenix, (not yet ablo to make up his mind
for Baden-Baden- ,) who has just received it
too. A good-natur-e! creature like Couan
Feenix is the very man for a marriage or a
funeral, and his position in the family ren-

ders it right that bo should be consulted.
"Dombey," says Cousin Feenix" "upon

my soul, 1 am vet)' much shocked to see

you on such a melarxholy occasion. My
poor aunt ! She wat a devilish lively wo-

man."
"Mr. Dombey replies, "Very much so."
"And made up, says Cousin Feenix,

really young, you know, considering. I am
sure, on the day of your marriage, 1 thought
he was good for another twenty years, in

point of Tact, I said so to a man at Brooks's
utue ciiiv joper you snow nun, no

doubt man jvith a glass in his eye T"

Mr. Dombey bows a negative. "In
reference to the obsequies," he hints, "wheth
er there is any suggestion '

"Well, upon my life," ssys Cousin Fee-

nix, stroking his chin, which he had just
enough hand below hut wristbands to do ;

"I really don't know. There's a mausole-

um down at my place, in the park, but I'm
a!7 aid it's in bad repair, and. iri point of
fact, in a devil of a state. But for being
little out at elbows I should have had it put
to rights ; but I believe the people come
and make pic nic parties there inside the
railings."

Mr. Dombey is clear that this won t do,

There's an uncommon good church in the
village, says Cousin r eeni x, thoughtfully ;

pure specimen ol the a cgio-iNorm- style,
and admirably well sketched too by Lady
Jane Finchbury woman witA tight stays
but they ve spoilt it with whitewash. I un--

demand, and it s a long journey.
"Perhaps Brighton itielf," Mr. Dombey

suggests.
"Upon my honor, Doaabey, I don t think

we could do better, stys Cousin reenix.
It son the spot, you see, and a very cheer

ful place."
"And when," hints Mr. Dombey, "would

it be convenient T"

"I ahull make a point," says Cousin Fee--
nix, "ol pledgjng mysell lor any day you
think best, i shall have ereat pleasure
(melancholy pleasure, of course) in follow.
ing my dear aunt to the confines of the
in point of fact, to the grave, says Cousin
Feenix, failing in the other turn of speech.

"Would Monday do for leavung town :

says Mr. Dombey.
"Monday would suit me to perfection,

replies Cousin Feenix. Therefore Mr.
Dombey arranges to take Cousin Feenix
down on that day, and presently takes his
leave, attended to the stairs by Cousin Fee.
nix, who says, at parting, "I'm really ex-

cessively sorry, Dombey, that you should
have so much trouble about it :' to which
Mx. Dombey answers, "Not at all."

At the appointed time Cousin Feenix and
Mr. Dombey meet and go down to Bnghion,
and representing, in their two selves, all the
other mourners for the deceased lady's loss,
attended her remains to their plate of rest.
Cousin Feenix, sitting in the mourning-coach- ,

recognizes innumerable acquaintan
ces on the road, but takes no other notice of
them, in decorum, than che:king them off
aloud, as they go by, for Mr. Dombey s in-

formation, as "Tom Johnson. Man with
cork leg, Irom v hue s. vv hat, are you
here, Tommy I Foley on a blood mare.
The Smalder gills" and so forth. At the
ceremony Cousin Feenix is depressed, ob-

serving, that these are the occasions to make
a man think, in point of fact, that he is get-

ting shakey i and his eyes are really mois-

tened, when it is over. But he soon recov.
ers ; and so do the rest of Mrs. Skewton's
relatives and, friends. Dickens Dombey
and Son, for October.

Bulgaiiax Ladiis. We were much
startled in the course of the morning by the
most tern he screams, which were suddenly
heard to issue from the cabin, and made us
all fly to the rescue under the belief that the
Bulgarian ladies had somehow sustained
tome frightful injury ; but we found that the
whole disturbance had been produced by
the entrance of a waiter amonsit thm when
they were all unveiled ; and when he was
quesuoned as to the cause of Lis intrusion,
the origin of this tremendous uproar proved
to have been rather amusirg. They had
turned the cock which let off the water, and
had seemingly been much amitted at seeing
it now in consequence ; so much so, that
they let it run till it had positively flooded
the whole cabin, and the streams of water
passing under the door had shown the wait
er in the passage what was going on. He
called, shouted, and remonstrated in vain
from the outside, and finally, in despair,
had burst in upon them to rectify their im-

prudence. I paid these poor women a vis
it this morning, and I was much struck,
amidst all the untutored aavageness of their
nature, with the refinement of tenderness
which they displayed towards their chil
dren; but this is, indeed, the orJy channel
in which all the deepest and purest feelings
of human nature can flow for thorn. They
are prisoners and slaves, debarred from socio
ty, from knowledge, almost from the light
and air; they know nothing of the world
without ; and this is the only one of earth's
kindly ties from which they are not alto
gether cut off; from their parents they are
generally separated young, their brothers
they never know, their sisters are sent to an-

other harem. Occupations they have none
beyond dyeing of their nails and the paint
ing of their eyebrows; and the excitement
attendant on the difficulty of making the
fine black lines) meet precisely at the prop
er piace is, i presume, tneir greatest amuse-
ment. It is, therefore, in the exercise of
their maternal directions alone that they can
lavish all that has been given in all lands
to a woman a heart of devotedness aud en-

ergetic love. The care and sympathy for
others, which fcrm her chief enjoyment of
life, and those powers of endurance which
make her, weak by nature, yet so strong
when called upon to suffer for another,
would be all vuin and useless fof this ha-

rem slave, were it' not for the pxr little
helpless being who, clinging unconscious
to her breast, prevents the blessed well of
tenderness within from closing altogether.
Sketches among the Greeks and Turks.

A country surgeon, who was bald, was on
a visit at a friend's house, whose servant
wore a wig. After bantering him. a con-
siderable tune, the doctor said, " You see
how bald 1 am, and yet I don't wear a wig."
To which the servant replied, " True, air ;
but an empty barn requires no thal:h."

Deference is )he most complicated, the
most indirect, anckhe most elegant of all
compliments. t ( .,

Ixsxct Aichitxcts. Tta ground-sp- i

ders may well be ranked among the won-

derful native architects of Australia ; they

are of various sizes, and differ in their color,
form, and markings. They hollow a cir-

cular hole in the eaith, adapted to the size

of their body, and more beautifully . formed

and perfectly round than any engineer witn
all his scientific instruments could have
made iu Wiuin, . it is nicly tapestried
with the finest web, woven closely over the
wall of this subterranean withdraw! rig-roo-

the depth of which I never accurately as-

certained, aa at a certain distance they seem
to curve, or perhaps lead into a aide-cel- l,

where the feelera of fine grass 1 have intro-

duced could not penetrate. Some of these
tunnels terminate at the surface with merely
a slight web spun over the grains of soil
close to the aperture, as if to prevent their
rolling into it ; the holes being from one-six- th

of an inch to an inch in diameter.
Some of them boast the extraordinary luxu-

ry of a front door ; these I imagine to be
rather first rate kind of spiders, and their
doors are ai beautiful instances of insect
skill and artifice as any that our wonder-- t
teeming world displays to us. When shut
down over the hole, nothing but the most
accurate previous knowledge could, induce
any person to fancy they could perceive
any difference in the surface of the soil; but,
perhaps, if you remain very still for some
minutes, the clever inhabitant will come
forth, when vou first perceive a circle of
earth, perhaps the size of a wedding ring or
larger, lifted up from beneath, like a
trap-doo- r; it falls back gently on its
hinge side, and a fine, hairy, beauti-

fully pencilled brown or grey spider pops
out, and most probably pops in again, to
sit just beneath the opening, and wait for

his dinner ot cies or other eatable intruders.
Then we see that the under side and the
rim of his earthen door are thickly and neat-

ly webbed over, so that not a grain of soil
can fall away from its thickness, whicn is
usually about the eighth or tenth of an inch.
and although so skilfully webbed below, the
upper surface preserves exactly the same
appearance as the surrounding soil. The
hinge consists also of web, neatly attached
to that of the lid and the box. I have the
greatest respect and admuauon for these
clever mechanics, and though 1 very often,
with a bent of grass or a soft green twig.
try to persuade one to come up and be
looked at (which they genetally do, nip
ping fast hold of the intrusive probe,) I
never was guilty of hurting one. 1 have
picked very large ones off the ground thai
the plough had just turned over, and have
carried them to places unlikely to be dis.
turbed : and 1 generally have two or three
particular friends among them, whom I fre
quently take a peep at. They often travel
some distance from home, probably in search
of food, as 1 have overtaken and watched
them returning, when they seldom turn aside
from hand or foot placed in their way, but
go steadily on at a good swift pace, and,
after dropping into their hole, put forth a
claw, and hook the door too after them,
just as a man would close a trap-do- or above
him when descending a ladder. Mrs.
Meredith's Sew South Wales.

Fobthcoxiso Books. "An Essay on
the Succession to Property vacant by Death;
by M Culloch including an inquiry
into the influtneet of Primogeniture, En-tail- s,

., over the Public Interest."
In a very different walk of literature, Mr.
Martineau, has ready a second volume of
his most remarkable Evidences after Chris-
tian Life, the first portion of which acquir-
ed so much celebrity among ecclesiastical
scholars. The ir chimera of
the authorship of Junius has lured another
explorer in the person of Mr. David Tra-ve- na

Coulton, who devotes a roodlv vol
ume to the speculation but if the Stowe
library contains, as is said, the real eviden
ces of the secret, and that great collection
is to come to the hammer one o.r these days,
as appears inevitable, the crocket has been
taken up rather tnal apropos. The wise
Duke of Manchester, is issuing some special
intelligence in reference to the Apocalypse,
under the title of the Finished Mystery, in
which he combats the theory of one Mr.
Browne with great polemical gusto. The
author of Philip Van Artetelde, Mr. Tay-
lor, has a book nearly ready, called. Notes
from Life, in six Lessons, the mid lessons
headed in very Carlylish style, s: Money
Love, Life Practical, Life Poetic, &c.

The tea question is likely to bo extensive-
ly elucidated by an account of its culture
and manufacture in China, abcut to be is
sued by Mr. Ball, late inspector of teas to
the Last India (company m China, and who
brings a twenty years' experience to the task
he has undertaken, of showing the extent
to which the cormnod tv mav be Drenared
for the European markets. The title of
Miss Martineau's book (alludxl to some
months back) is to be, "Eastern Life, the
Present and the Past, on the Xde, in the
Desert ani on the Holy Hills," and is to be
in three volumes.

Leigh Hunt is first in the field with a
Christmas book, (1 Jar of Honey from
Mount IJybla,) portions of which have al-

ready appeared in one of the magtzines, but
the whole will now be issued in a pocket
volume, illustrated by Richard Doyle. The
eternal and interminable James hts another
three vclume affair, to be called The Con
vict; Morier a novel called Si. Roche;
some one signing himself the Won. F. B. a
novel, called Harden Hall, or the. Three
Proposals; a three volume autoixography
called Jane Eyre; another volume of South- -

ey s Doctor; a volume by the author of
Handley Cross, called Hawbuck Grange,
with sketches by Phir, and sever 1 others
of miaor moment. In addition to these,
the AUuenaum to-da- y communicates much
very valuable information of this nature re
specting the assistance Sir Robert Peel has
afforded Lord Campbell in the forthcoming
Life of Eldon, and similar assistance in the
Lives of Loughborough and Exskine, by the
present representatives of those Chancellors;
and, lastly, that Hallam is ready with a

supplemental volume to his Middle Ages.
lAvcrpon A id wn.

Discovf.it or a Ntw Won bt Cia-vabte- s.

"A distinguished literary writer,
Adolpbo de Castro," says the Cadiz .Varum-al- ,

"has just discovered a little work from
the pen ofour Michael Cervantes Siiavedra:
it is entitled, E1 Buscapie,' and commen-
ces with the words. 'This graceful little
woik, called Buscapie, wherein, besides his
excellent doctrine, are encloaed all "Jie con-
cealed and non-declare- d things achieved by
the ingenious Hidalgo Don Quixote de la
Mancha, is written by the famed Currantes
fcaavedra.

The making presents to a lady one ad-
dresses, is like throwing armor into an ene-
my's camp, with a resolution to recover it.

I know not whether increasing j ears do
not cause one to esteem fewer people, and
to bear with more.

The vacant akull f a pedant generally
furnishes out a throne and temple for vanity.

A CoxraxHxasivs Gaxmxst. Tv
there is the "Omnium Coat," which will do
every thing in the world for the own,
cept pay the tailor for tho making of it. l
is a iuu ureas, uduxcsb, snoounz. tiX,..
walking, drawing-room- , fishing, countiit
houee, wedding, mourning, night, noon,
mornin coat, and would serve for a windinr
sheet ia case of emergency as to hneo. Tk!
wonder is that all tailors ho don'i
make it are not in the Gazette ion .

though it has only been discovered a roonLk
for it is preposterous that anybody aho
be without it, seeing that with it and a pair
of straps, an unexceptionable toilet fo,
large or small parties, public or select, naT
be made impromptu. The inventor, to bi
sure, speaks of a new description of unutter.
ables, he had hit upon in a moment of in.
gpiration, and which, he says, "require do
brace, fit spontaneously," and do a variety
of other things only to be expected from
pantaloons educated by the author of tt
"Omaiura Coat." But the "Omnium Con-i- s

clearly so complete a fiuut in itself that
,A k . -- i .

i vuw mo uuvgaivt uj mo reputation of r
the discoverer and to the taste of a diacruri
naung customer, were anything else in tb '
shape of cloth to be hinted at at necessary
to complete the attire. Something akin to I

this marvellous is the "Enarmostic Shin r I

with which, it is quite unnecessary to s
that no cravat need be worn, for the naN
of the thing ia a choker in itself. J

ua -- jciuuiuusuc nin is cut on maJie.
matical principles, and ia warranted to fit
any fijure. One would think, however, that
it would aot do for a nervous man at all,
with such a name; and in most cases if a
man were as strong as Hercules it would
prova a shirt of Uessus to him, if he were
the least degree bashful. Another is the
"Nulli Secondus Shirt," but what sort of a
thing it really is the patentee does not aar,
thinking that fAaf name is sufficiently aston!
ishing till the applicant cotnea to look at
the article, and finds out its remaining won-der- s

for himself. As might be expected, a
far higher and more metaphorical turn of
mind characterizes the bulletins of the oiau.
toamakers and milliners; but these are a.at-ter- s

compared with which the mysteries of
Isia and Osiris, or of Capel-cour-t, at the

present moment, are open subjects, and be
they tremblingly eschewed accordingly.
Liverpool Albion.

He who forgets the fountain from which
he drank, and the tree under whrtw A.).
he gamboled in the day of his youth, is a
stranger to the sweetest impressions of the

numan neart.

Ask to borrow sixpence of the h
and they tell you at present they are oat of
casn, dui nereauer tney win lurnish you
with five thousand pounds.

A liar begins with making falsehood ap-

pear like truth, and ends with making truih
itself appear Lke falsehood.

A miser, if honest, can be or.lv haust
bare weight.

AGRICULTURAL.

Gooo Cews. Nothing a pea a farm is te ralu-ab- le

as a rood eew. And it should be a con
stant effort with erery trae fanner to seek ths
aesi areeds aad feed ia the best manner; for
hereia liee the soandest economy. Very mora
has already been accomplished for this impor
tant i atercet; bat much retnaia te be Coue
While we are strongly inclined to beliere Uat
a better eowa can be foe ad we mean for miik,
than selections from the natires, we frrl cnite
euro that great adraalage is also te bederired from
tne nest Importations, prorued the best dom of
keeping be imported and aaderstood also. Far
here is the real secret the feeding aad keeping
of the aaimal.

Tbo tune as Oakee cow. owned ia Dearer ia
this Slate, may be mentioned aa rery remarka-
ble; ehopredaced Ibe. of batter ia a work.
10 1Mb her butter was 4Str lbs. She was al-

lowed 30 to li boehels of Indian meal a rear:
she had also potatoes and carrots at times.

A cow owaed la Aadover. ia 1?36. viewed
$67,34 from the market, beaidee the sapply of
loo family. 1 hs keeping was good pasture, ths

ill of the house, and three pints of meal a
day.
' A cow owned by Thomas Hedges, ia Nona

Adams, produced, ia 1940, A'--
i lbs. ef batter.

Her feed was one quart of rye meal and baf a
peck of potatoes daily, besides very good patu- -

nag.
A eow owned by S. llecshsw. formerly of

Chickopee Falls, gar 17 lb, of batter a
weea, ami m one case zi ids. 1 bis was a aa-tl- re

w ilhoat any mixtaro.
A eow In West Springfield is recorded as

baring given ia 60 days, j lbs. of milk,
which is equal to 2t quarts daily.

A cow owned by O. B. Morris, of Spring-
field, some weeks, afforded 14 lbs. ef batter, be-

sides milk and cream for the family. Her feed
la winter was good hay, and from 2 to 4 qaarts
of rye bran at nee a; ia summer, besidae pa-
sture, 4 qaarts of rye bran at night. Jadge re-

marks, in the account of his cow, that manr
cows, which hare been considered as quite ord-
inary, might, by kind aad regular treatment,
good and regular feeding aad proper care, ia
milking, rank among the first rate."

J. P. Cashing, of Watertewn, has sereral sa-

tire cows which giro 20 quarts a day.
Dr. Shm-tleS- , of Chelsea, owned a cow which

gare 21 quarto daily. The Hobart Clark c
at A adorer, gare 1 4 lbs, of butter a week.

A cow of W. Chase, Somerset, K. I., in li3I.
gare most of the season 20 quarts of milk daily;
areraged nearly 14 Ibe. of butter during ths
season. The Hearoer caw at Bedford, .Mas-- ,

gare 14 lbs. of batter a week.
The foregoing lint consists of natires. We

may also add, that there Is now in West Spring-
field, a cow, owned by aa excellent farmer,
which has afforded 19 g lbs. of butter a week-Bu- t

wa ara not informed whether this is aa
nature or not. In the account which is

on record of tho famous Cramp cow ia Eng-
land, a remark la made deserriog the notice of
all milker and farmers.' "Milch cows are of-

ten spoiled for want of patience at the latter
end of milking time.

It Is said a eow two tone of hay in
season and should hare from one to two quarts
of meal a day, aud about a pock of regstabias.
Soiling la well adapted for the cow; grass, oats,
and corn, cat green, furnish excellent food for
this purpose. Carrots are invaluable through
the winter. Sprit(frit Rrp.

Sacaaan Mjut Take tho piece "ef pork de-

signed for sausages, and chop il ap, aad if It
too fat, add a little lean beef; season with sags
or summer savory, salt, aad pepper; Lae a fry
small piece U see if it ie seaseaed right. If jrea
prefer aot to stuff them iato skins y" may
pieces of cottoa cloth, eight or aiae Inches wio.
and two ar three feet long, and sew the sides to-

gether, and oae eud; then wot It, staff your meat
ia as solid as yon can, and bang then ap in
cool dry place. It will keep as well, er belter
than la akias; when need, peal tho cloth dowa
no Cannot than yon site off.

Sotist. Take tho cbopa, oars, feet, and head

of a hog; hare them thoroughly cleaned, bed
them till they ara tender, then take them ap;pa
them in n pickle made of vinegar and water, add

a little salt and a few cracked ciorea roll them in
flour, and fry them brown; corer them ersr
while frying, to preveat their snapping.

Uaua Chzxsk. Te asms in .'ifrs, ea tit
Take a hag's head, ears, and ttU

and boil them till yon can pick all tho boaes eat,
then eeaaoa it with salt, pepper, aad a little sage,
or savory: pat it Inn reaad dish, or cneeee-hoo-

p,

in n cool place, and preao It; whea eool.

it ready lor aae.

Bian's Nest Puddihg. Put into three pBt
of boiling milk, six crackers pounded fine, and
ana enp f raisins; when cool, add four Jf
well beaten, a little sugar, and four good susd
apples, pared, with thn corn carefully remored-T- o

bo baked, and eaten with warm sauce.

Baieo Arm Pew. Pare and quarter foor
large apples; boil them tender, with the rind of
n lemon, ia so little water that, when doue.
aoao may remain; beat them quite fine in
mortar; crumb la n email roll, foar ounces ef
butter melted, four efgs, the juice of a lem1
and sugar to year taste; boat ail together, ad
lay it la a dish with paste to tarn eat. Bake
aa htx aad kaiL CuWsetfsr .


